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beach. Chaluay rubbed his eyes in astonishment.
Only once before had he seen a machine-bird. It
had been the property of a tuan besar from Soura-
baya, a resplendent individual who had come to
inspect the island. For five minutes Chaluay
watched the strange object. He saw two figures
emerge from it and enter a small round boat.
They were rowing toward the shore in the
moonlight...
Chaluay, tucking his bird safely inside his coat,.
ran excitedly to the lighthouse.
#                 #                 #
HE found Mijnheer Van Kleest lying somnolently
on a long chair in the living room at the base of the
light house.
Excitedly he told him of the machine-bird's
arrival.
His master, an abnormally corpulent Hollander,
gazed dully at him. At last he laughed
boisterously, his fat cheeks pendulous with mirth.
"You've been boozing again, Chaluay. Your
bird may be a Fuhrer of its kind but you mustn't
celebrate its conquests too copiously. In Holland
in such circumstances we sometimes see snakes but
never machine-birds. Now go, get me a beer."
Chaluay guessed that It would be impossible to
convince his master of his sobriety, particularly as
his bird's most thrilling encounters had often paved
the way for a congratulatory gathering where the
arrack invariably flowed freely. On such occasions
he had sometimes omitted to return punctually to
prepare the Mijnheer's rystaffel. And, as a result,